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Let me make my approach, when I lie down              ^ 10

With counter-wrought and traverse eyes;

With peals of confidence batter the town:
Had ever beggar yet the keys?

No, I will vary storms with sun and wind;

Be rough, and offer calm condition,                           15

March in, and pray 't, or starve the garrison.

Let her make sallies hourly, yet I '11 find,

Though all beat off, she Js to be undermin'd.

Then may it please Your Little Excellence

Of Hearts t' ordain, by sound of lips,                        20

That henceforth none in tears dare love commence

(Her thoughts i' th' full, his in th1 eclipse),
On pain of having 's lance broke on her bed,

That he be branded all free beauties' slave,

And his own hollow eyes be doomM his grave:          25

Since in your host that coward ne'er was fed,
Who to his prostrate e'er was prostrated.
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THAT frantic error I adore.

And am confirm'd the earth turns round;
Now satisfied o'er and o'er,

As rolling waves so flows the ground,
And as her neighbour reels the shore:                      5

Find such a woman says she loves,

She 's that fix'd heav'n which never moves.

In marble, steel, or porphyry

Who carves or stamps his arms or face,

Looks it by rust or storm must die:                        ro

This woman's love no time can rase,

Hard'ned like ice in the sun's eye,
Or your reflection in a glass,
Which keeps possession though you pass.

We not behold a watch's hand                               15

To stir, nor plants or flowers to grow:

Must we infer that this doth stand,
And therefore that those do not blow?